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Te Sinners Admcratien FF 


Due an 

0 Praiſe Redeeming Link, 

Dear Chriſtians, lend a Voice, 

Ci thou Diviger Dove, 

| And help me to rejoice. 

My Heart too low; 

Lord thou canſt raiſe: | 
teſt Spirit Blow, 1 
nd I ſhall, Praife, _ ' 

5 oo 

Here Lord will I aCmire 

The Riches of thy Grace? 

Till thou ſhall call me Higher, 

There to behold thy Face: 

O Height of Grace! 

O Depth of Lovel 


N fit me for 
ly Place above. 


1 II. 


- Hell- was my Proper Hire, 
For I was Satan's Slave. 
Fit F ael for that Fire, 
But God delights to Save. 
| God often call'd, 

I would not come: 

He call'd untill 
He brouglu- me Home. 


Dejected Souls may not 
Acceptance with him Fear, 
No Sigh was e'er forgot, 
He Bottles every Tar. ** | 
Do not Deſpair, [ 
Becauſe you ſee, _ 
How kind the Lord 
Has been to me. 
n V. Nn 
My Sins were very high, 
My Soul Amofl ig Hell. 

Free Mercy then drew nigh 
And caught me as I fell. 
| Bleſs God, my Soul, 

- Even unto Death, 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. - 


dee 
His Mercy re're Decays, * 
What can my Soul do leſs, 
Then love him all my Days. 
- * Bleſs God, my Soul, 
Even unto Death,” 
And write a Song 
For every Breath, 


on 


ys Clriian ow for 2 
Tord Gn 8 wb 4 


H Yw worthineſs is all our ng: : 
O Lamb of God! for thou waſt dein! 
And by thy blood bought ' ſt us to God, 2 
Out from each nation, tribe, and tongue; 
| To our God mad'ſt us kings and N 
And we ſhall reign upon the eat 


II. 


Salvation to our God, who ms e 
In face of Jeſus on the throne, .. 
The only juſt and mercifulʒ 
Salvation tothe worthy Lam. 
With loud voice, all the church aſcribe; * 
Anen ſay mn, rt 


- * 
- ” * p 
"= * 
— 1 ** 
a * 
Fd 1 - 4 
| : * 3 OY 
* po » ; . 1 1 
= TY) „ 
.- ** ©. 1 * 
- , 


To him who lov'd us, and hath b =] 
Vs from our ſins in his own blood, 4 
( And he hath made us kings iy, 
To his own Aa 2 4 
The Glory and dominion ON 3 5 — 45 1 4 
To him eternally. nt . | = 5 
W. Won, Fuss, 


PS. : = 
o Bo N 0 
1 


2 


1 


* 


